IV
SALAMANCA
HPHE sun was just rising over that boundless plain
1 full of dust, where the little cities are so hard to
find, when I set out on my journey for Salamanca, that
lies scarcely fifty miles away from Medina del Campo,
a little wretched village that lends its name to the
junction of the lines from Salamanca and Segovia, In
spite of the monotony of the landscape, the view was
very beautiful under the level light of the sun, that gave
to that limitless desert an infinite wideness and immensity
that were hidden at midday. A great old tower of brick,
rosy in the sunrise, stood on a little hill behind the
station; far far away I descried the faint outlines of blue
mountains, and nearer but still far away a cloud of dust
rose where a herd of swine moved from one hill to
another. So I watched day dawn upon that silent
golden world.
The coach in which I travelled, divided by low wooden
barriers into five compartments, was full of men and
women who continually passed in and out at the in-
numerable little stations at which we stopped. A
strange, a delightful company; for all without exception
were in some indefinable way beautiful, I know not how
it was, but in every face, and especially in the old, I found
a certain distinction, as it were, a raciness that was more
than a mere absence of vulgarity. They were simple
people who had not lost touch with the eternal things;